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LIFE  S  DAY  AND  EVENING. 


Remarks  of  Rev.  R.  B.  Howard,  at  the  funeral  of 
Mrs.  Eliza   Otis  Gilmore  in   the   Church 
AT  Glencoe,    near   Chicago,   III., 
Sunday,  Dec.   16,   1> 


The  kindness,  sympath}^  and  affection  manifested  b}'  this 
people  for  our  mother  moves  me  to  say  a  few  words,  not 
to  eulogize  her  but  to  show  that  your  tender  regard,  which 
I  have  observed  and  of  which  I  have  learned  still  more  by 
my  mother's  letters  and  those  of  my  sister  and  brother, 
though  not  in  consequence  of  anything  you  could  have 
known  of  her  former  and  more  active  life,  was  not 
altogether  misplaced. 

Among  my  first  recollections  of  mother  is  the  scene 
forty-eight  years  ago  when,  sitting  behind  the  head  of  the 
dying  husband  of  her  youth,  she  tenderly  adjusted  the 
pillow  and  repeated  the  hymn  which,  at  his  request,  she 
had  taught  him  by  singing  it : 

Swift  as  ray  fleeting  days  decline, 

The  appointed  hour  draws  ni»h, 
When  from  the  busy  scenes  of  time 

I  must  retire  and  die. 

Her  baptism  six  months  later  in  the  running  waters  of 
Mason's  Brook  in  her  native  town  of  Leeds,  Me.,  deeply 
impressed  me  though  but  seven  years  old.     Henceforth,  I 


looked  upon  my  mother  as  a  Christian.  No  matter  what 
I  was  or  what  the  other  bo3'S  were,  mother  was  one  of 
Christ's  Church.  Her  widow's  life  with  the  sole  care  of 
three  children  was  not  an  easy  one.  Nor  were  her  cares 
and  labors  greatly  diminished,  when  by  marriage  to  our 
kind  second  father.  Colonel  John  Gilmore,  we  were  added 
to  a  large  household  in  which  were  three  unmarried  step 
children,  living  on  a  large  farm  seven  miles  from  any 
village,  where  she  was  often  destitute  of  adequate  domes- 
tic help.  Her  excellent  husband,  though  never  lacking  in 
outward  respect  for  religion,  was  not  a  member  of  any 
church.  The  wife  and  mother  must  decide  and  lead  in 
all  distinctly  religious  duties.  It  was  her  decision  that 
never  allowed  our  absence  from  the  Church  or  Sabbath- 
school.  Her  plans  and  energies  supplied  us  with  cloth- 
ing, and  enforced  lessons  of  truthfulness,  industry,  study 
and  demeanor.  She  insisted  that  we  should  do  right  and 
by  persuasion,  reproof,  prayer  and  sometimes  punishment 
she  secured  her  object,  as  well  perhaps  as  most  mothers 
who  have  no  better  dispositions  to  deal  with. 

In  those  years  when  afflicted  by  ill  health,  overworked, 
anxious  and  nervousl}"  exhausted,  unobserved  except  by 
our  Heavenly  Father  and  but  little  thanked  by  thoughtless 
childhood,  she  wrought  for  us  that  for  which  we  feel  most 
grateful  to-day.  Her  repeated  admonitions  were,  "  Attend 
school."  "Be  scholars."  "Do  something  worth  while." 
"  Be  somebody."     "  Be  Christians." 

Our  three  miles  ride  in  crowded  carriages  to  the  "  Center 
Meeting  House,"  our  winter  walks  of  a  mile  over  bleak 
hills  to  the  district  school  on  Quaker  Ridge  —  how  little 
necessary  these  seemed  to  us  then.     How  important  now. 

Your  present  pastor  and  his  revered  predecessor  have 
spoken  fitting  and  touching  words  to-day,  testifying  to 
the  Christian  earnestness  and  exemplary  life  and  character 


of  our  mother  during  these  thirteen  years  in  which  she 
has  lived  at  Glencoe.  But  you  cannot  know  and  honor 
our  mother  of  course  as  we  do.  I  do  not  mean  as  her 
children  but  as  those  who  were  with  her  when  she  was 
bearing  the  burden  and  heat  of  her  life's  day. 

You  say  truly  that  her  closing  years  were  beautiful  with 
Christian  activity  and  hope.  The  setting  sun  is  often 
beautiful.  We  admire  the  western  gates  of  Heaven  ajar 
as  he  lingers  among  the  clouds  and  the  hills  are  glorified 
by  his  fading  light,  but  his  real  work  was  wrought  at 
midday  when  we  were  mindful  of  little  except  the  uncom- 
fortable glare  and  heat.  We  did  not  notice  that  the  grass 
was  springing,  the  flowers  blossoming,  the  berries  ripen- 
ing, the  corn  yellowing  in  consequence  of  this  noon-tide 
heat.  But  the  beauty  of  the  evening  and  the  fruitfuliiess 
of  the  harvest  would  not  have  been,  unless  the  sun  had 
reached  the  zenith  and  lingered  in  the  summer  solstice. 

You  only  saw  our  mother  when  her  sun  had  nearly  set. 
God  kindly  lit  up  these  later  years  of  comparative  rest 
and  freedom  from  care  with  an  afterglow  of  social  and 
religious  enjoyment  to  which  this  Christian  circle  has 
kindly  ministered.  These  later  years  she  had  the  leisure 
and  the  means  to  do  something  for  those  not  of  her  own 
household.  Your  words  of  praise  to  our  mother  and  the 
divine  grace  manifested  in  her,  in  addition  to  your  many 
kind  deeds,  are  and  have  been  unspeakably  grateful  to  us. 
But  her  "Life's  star  had  elsewhere  its  setting."  Never 
till  we  are  parents  can  we  know  our  mothers.  It  was 
when  we  were  children  that  our  mothers  did  the  obscure, 
unobserved,  toilsome  and  unappreciated  work  to  which 
her  children  owe  what  they  are,  under  God.  I  will  de- 
tain you  to  say  but  two  things  more. 

The  first  is  to  the  dear  young  people  before  me.  Love 
and  obey  your  Mothers  ;  be  kind  to  and  thoughtful  for 


them  ;  be  more  grateful  and  more  kind  than  I  was  when  a 
boy  and  you  will  have  less  to  regret  when  your  mother 
lies  as  still  and  helpless  as  mine  does  to-day. 

Secondl.y,  my  heart  is  most  affected  by  the  thought 
that  something  of  almost  infinite  mercy  and  tenderness 
has,  with  our  mother,  gone  out  of  the  lives  of  her  children. 
Like  the  trees,  as  we  grow  old  and  strong,  we  grow  apart. 
She  was  the  one  connecting  link  of  the  family.  What- 
ever we  ma}'  think  of  each  other,  every  one  loved  his 
mother,  and  she  loved  us  one  and  all.  One  may  be  in 
San  Francisco,  another  in  Denver,  another  in  Chicago, 
and  still  another  in  Boston — each  with  his  enlarging; 
circle  of  personal  and  family  interests,  his  individual 
opinions  and  convictions,  the  natural  consequence  of 
maturing  thought  and  character.  Kinship  of  blood  does 
not  insure  identit}^  of  belief  or  action.  A  mother's 
death  severs  one  chain  that  binds  a  family  together,  and 
which  keeps  up  in  some  measure  the  unity  of  childhood's 
life. 

But  dear  friends,  we  have  still  what  our  mother  had  ; 
something  even  stronger  and  better  than  herself.  We 
have  Christ.  ^'jETe  ever  liveth.^'  He  alone  can  and  will 
fill  the  vacant  place.  Will  not  all  you  that  hear  me 
have  Him  also? 


